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antelope, elk, black bear. I think I really began to study bears at
that time. And the coughing and calling of the elk by night—I can
feel the thrill o£ it yet.
But sunset on the Continental Divide—the mountain peaks pink
in it I I saw Western sunsets, and for me the East, with what that
word connotes in comfortable, safe, routine existence, was to be
no more.
V  EXTRACURRICULAR
I
 ENTERED Sheffield Scientific School at Yale with a condi-
tion in almost every subject. At the end of the college year I
had more conditions than ever and was dropped.
Nevertheless, that year began my real education. It started me on
a course which has never ended and never will end until I die and
which has made me a well-educated man, though my education is
highly specialised to my work.
Three of us freshmen—Harry Ferguson, George Morgan, and
myself—had a set of rooms in the Hart Building. Ferguson and
Morgan were as indolent and indifferent to studies as I was. We
scarcely ever even opened a textbook. Speaking for myself, I only
went through the motions of being a college student, attending
classes but without the faintest notion what they were about. The
social side interested us more. I became a Delta Psi and a member
of St. Anthony. Ferguson was also dropped for conditions at the
end of the year. Later, he buckled down, worked off his conditions,
and went through to graduation, rowing one year on the Yale four-
oared crew. His family owned Fisher's Island, and he is now in
charge of the real-estate end of that development.
Harry Ferguson was a man after my own heart, for he liked big-
game-hunting, and I had brought back from Yellowstone Park a
head full of day-dreams of adventure in the wild and untrodden
parts of the Continent. We burned plenty of midnight oil in our
quarters, but not over our proper studies. While more serious fresh-

